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GROUSE SHOOTING AT DEAL. 


‘Poor Papa has been fairly waking ‘cm up at quict little Deal. He always gets no end of grouse shooting invitations, but this year a little difficulty 
connected with raising the railway fare kept him from the moors. Not to be done out of some sport, however, Dad weighed in with rather an original 


A LITTLE TOO PERSONAL. NOW, GIRLS! 


“It seems tu me, Pattie. that there's a lot of \ q 
stuff to waste in your sleeves.” “Is there, George ¢ There's room for two or three more nice girls at Yarmouth just now, 
There's nu waste in your waistcoat, though.” N.B.—Lhe Lambs are in exceptionally tine furm. Mis season. 


idea, and it's just possible he'll rake in enough ooftish to yo North for a bit after all. Some of the prize winners complained that the birds were a trifle 
too yamcy, but Papa says they ought to be well hung. An impression prevailed in the town that there was something wrong with the drains.”—Tootsiz. 


A NEW YORK MURDER. 


(PART 1.) 


“THE crimson volume of murder.” says Mr. Charles 
Sutton, warden of the New York Tombs, “has no bloodier 
page than the one whereon is written the brutal butchery 
of the lovely Helen Jewitt by her lover, Richard P. 
Robinson, on the 1th of April, 1836.” 

Helen (her real name was Dorcas Doyen) was but twenty. 
three years of age, was very beautiful and well educated, 
and a shining light among the demi-monde, One true love 
had she, poor creature. She loved Robinson, nineteen 
years of age, “in person strikingly handsome, having a 
frank, boyish face, that was well set off by curling hair of 
golden brown.” He was fond of a Spanish cloak, * which 
he wore jauntily about his shapely person.” This cloak 
became famous at the trial, and its like was known fora 
long time after as “* The Robinson.” He was, we are told, 
“a bright, vivacious boy, of generally pleasing manners, 
but of tierce temper and resentful disposition.” He was an 
underpaid clerk in a dry goods store, and at night picked 
up an income in billiard-rooms and bowling alleys. 

A time soon came when Robinson, having a chance of 
contracting a rich marriage, sought by every means in his 
power to shake himself free of the syren, whose anger being 
aroused by his desertion, caused her to write him letters 
threatening him with exposure. He then determined to 
murder her, and after trying to buy come arsenic, without 
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success, at last resolved to nee a hatchet that wae at the stores 
where he worked. He had written to Helen to say that he would 
come about nine o'clock that night, asking her to be oa the luok- 
out and open the door herself, 

She, however, neglected to do this, and the landlady opened it. 
His face was muted up in his cloak, and he tried to pass by 
unnoticed, but she recognised him at cuce, and Helen, coming 
from the parlour, exclaimed, * Ah! my dear Frank, how glad 1 am 
you have come.” They went upstairs together. 

At one o'clock in the morning Maria Stevens, who lay in a room 
directly opposite that of Helen, and who was wakeful, heard in 
Helen's room the sound of a heavy blow, followed by a moan and 
two or three deep sobs, Presently she heard the door opposite 
softly open and as softly close again, and the next moment a person 
crept downstairs, She suddenly opened her own door and saw a 
man going down muffled ina cloak, and carrying a small lamp, 

About three o'clock there came a kuock at the street door, and 
the landlady got up and let the person in, Before going to bed 
again, however, she was surprised to find a lamp burning and the 
back door open, She waited for some time and called “Who's 
there?” then barred the door, and knowing the lamp was Helen's 
went upstairs to her room, She found it unlocked, but as she 
opened it a dense volume of smoke drove her back. The room was 
on tire, and the body of Helen lay scorched among the flames, 
her forehead smashed in by a fearful blow from a hatchet, 

Robinson escaped by the back yard. He clambered over a fence, 
losing, by the way, his cloak and bloodstained hatchet, He forced 
his way through an outhoure belonging toa negress into the street— 
the shrieks of the women at the house where he had committed 
the murder ringing in his ears—and fled like a hare, 

Acting on the information given them by the landlady the police 
went to Robinson's lodgings. There they found him in bed and, 
apparently, sound asleep. The police noticed some whitewash ou 
his clothes similar to that on the fence he had climbed over, He 
was confronted with the corpse but seemed unmoved, saying only 
“This isa bad business.” 

The verdict of the Coroner's jury was: “ Helen Jewitt came to 
her death by a blow or blows, intlicted on the head with a hatchet 
by Richard P, Robinson.” Strange events were to fullow. 


(10 be concluded in our newt.) 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


SoME TRUE STATEMENTS RESPECTING CERTAIN HORRIBLE 
OCCURRENCES ON BOARD THE “GIDDY GEEZER,” 
No. 7.—The Statement of JIM-JAM JACKSON, Low Comedy 
Merchant, 

“J, J.J. J.. member of the Darkest Africa Burlesque Co., 
have hitherto firmly believed that if the Ghost didn’t walk on 
Treasury day it was bloomin’ bad biz for those who hadn't pretty 
well subbed up to their last shilling. I have been asked what [ 
think of this job, and if I have seen the ghosts aforesaid. 1 reply 
1 have, and that they are of the female persuasion, and wear frilled 
night-gowns. I am asked if I suspect any member of the Burlesque 
Co,, aud if so, will I give thema name? I reply Twinh!!!! 

“Signed (in redink) J. J.J. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 643.—The “Folkestone Bathing” Costume, 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


= 

*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose « stam ped enrelope large enough to containthe 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Not at any time, DESCENDANT; SLOPER never took it on, 
Always very pleased to, Bippy. Many thanks for letter, JOHN. 
Better try again, ACHAPPIE; Very jammy, are they not? Less 
than half the sum they ask you, NOVICE, ought tu buy the lot, 


—y~— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Pauper inthe World, 


WISE IN HER GENERATION. 
“All right, "Lizer! I'll tell yer mother, lettin’ yer sweetheart 
drink out o’ the beer jug! No wonder you always ‘as such a lot o’ 
chaps arter yer!” 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES," 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON. E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Bookscllers’, and at our Agente, 
ALBERT HESS & Co, 
7 RUE DU 29 JUILLET. 
—.———— 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall spl ge to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Hourway ” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inanrance lasts one :veek from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Solluwing Wednesday morning. 


—— 


“You would not think it. 
but what would you imagine 
her favourite supper is?” 
“Chicken stewed in cham- 
pogne?” “No; try again.” 
“Butterfly wings, frittered?” 
“Wrong; fried steak and 


onions £* 


A KNOWING CUSTOMER. 


Nellie, Why do you have that 
great space in your cap? 

Dick. To keep my brain nice 
and cool, I suppose. 


“Now tell me, what do you put inside the tyres?" “ N—nothing, 
my lady, only air.” “ Exactly as I suspected! Then how can you 
charge such a price?” 

(You can't deceive her ladyship when she's out shopping, 


fifty years, and I called him a liar. 
Sympathetic Friend, And what happened, then? 
le 


Bosker, Oh—er—well, J saw the stars then, 


ate 


itt 


[Saturday, August 22, 1e9¢, 
A GENTLE HINT. 


“D'yer ‘ear there, marm? P*raps when rou've done ‘atching 
them heggs you'll clear, ‘cos 1 want to take me mornin’ tub,” 


— ee 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


SCENE—Strana Bar. 
First Pro, What's that you're reading, old man? 
Second Pro, “Shocking death of an actor.” 
First Pro, Where did the poor devil starve? 


Rich Auntie (in toy shop). Tell the young lady, my dear, the 
sort of dollie you would like. 

Little Bertha (making hay while the sun shines). Oh, if you 
please, auntie, I'd like triplets. ** 


“THAT'S a very old coat you come to the office in, Mr. Jobson,” 
said his employer. “It is, sir,” said the clerk ; “1 bought it new 
the last time you gave me a rise in salary, sir. 

ss 


« 
WHEN syeak in many ton he can, 
We call the «tudent “ po yglot.” 
And I always think that such a man 
Has an acquixition jolly got. 


For it must be a sweet relief, 

When the last brace button comes to grief— 
Oh ! it must be a joy most ra.e, 

In seventeen languages to swear! 


Young Sharpshine, Dad. why is the indiarubber pipe that is 
pet for watering the garden called hose? I thought hose were 
stockings. 

Old Sharpshins, Because they are sold by the foot, my boy. 


The Magistrate, 8-s-s-hush! my good woman, you really must 
be quiet for a few minutes. Now, who commenced this quarre! ! 
First Virago, She did, yer anuer. She carled me a hanimal. 
Sceond Virago. Please = anner, she started it by carling mea 
woman, Woman, indeed! as if 1 wasn't every bit as good as her, 
as on'y comes trom a dirty low lot as I wouldn't demean myself to 
turk to—no, that I woulda’t, not if there weren't nobody e!se, etc., 
etc. ee (Left talking. 
2 


Prodger, Crossgrave's rather an awkward sort of fellow to get 
on with, isu’t he? 

Waggs. 1 should just think he was, indeed! Why, not even the 
very {vod he eats ever agrees with him, 


s 
First Sreeet Little Thing. Vl never marry any man whom | 
don't love. 5 
Second Sweet Little Thing, That's foolishness, my dear, Tie 
roper recglution to make is never to marry a man whv dvesnt 
ove you, ee. 
s 


“I've advertised myself ae much,” 
Observed the soapman (giving 
His whiskers a com placeins clutch), 

Ag any man now living!" 


“Nay!” said his host. “Though you're a most 
Confirmed self-advertiser, 

You're wrong in making that proud boast : 
What price the G erman Kaiser? ° 


= 
Young M.D. You never yet meta patient of mine who'd got a 
bad word to say of me. 
Old Gruffton, No, and I don't suppose I'm likely to, Dead 
men tell no tales, ee 
* 


Tibbs. Boreham writes ms, doesn’t he? : 
Snibbs, He does ; but that’s not the sum total of his offendings. 
Tibha, What worse can he do? 

Snibbs, He insists on reading ’em to his friends, 


i 


IN THE STILLY NIGHT. 

It is a hot, muggy, sultry August night. A betting man who 
understood his business would lay 15 to 8 on lightning and thunder 
before morning. It is just the sort of night when spirits from 
another land—(we don’t refer to Schiedam)—visit earth, and flit 
in and out more or Jess lying tombstones. One or two sleepy bats 
are out on the batter, but, beyond the feuble flapping of thcir winss, 
silence reigns around. 

_A heavy fog coming over from tho sea chills the moody man, 
sitting on the cliff, to the bone, and causes his pyjamas, damp with 
unhealthy perspiration, to cling all the closer to him. The silence 
seems to deepen the gloom, and the very few pedestrians who are 
out and about that eastern end of Brighton seem to shup their own 
shadows. The air seems reeking with the danpness of an ill: 
drained grave—the solitude is akin to that of a sing le-ovdded 
private tomb. 

Suddenly a dim shape looms up in the misty night. Iv sa srue 
some form, tall and misshapen. By none could it be taken fot 
human, whilst every now and again it emits a wild, uncanny cry. 
The moody man on the cliff, noting the undoubted advance of the 
wretched thing, grasps his walking-stick a little tighter, and awaits 
a pena of the sound, Gradually the wailing bark tz-kes form. 
tee e figure trudges past, half growling, half wailing its weird 

ny: 

““Ear-var! Lunnon paiper! Entries Seezerwitch an’ 
, Cambridgeshr'—paper !" ‘ 

A sigh of relief escapes the lips of the listener: the ghoul-lile 
thing has gone—gone on, on, ever eastward, doubtless in the slender 
ec had oe : ing ct hls solitary ou ” to one or other of Ke 
spooks of shipwrecked mariners that hold orgies of a nig‘it in th 
nouks of Black Rock. acne : 
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| NO, POOR CHAP. 


“Do ycu wish me to be plain with you, Miss Effie?” “ Well, 'm 
afraid you cannot help it.” 


TOOTSIE AT FOLKESTONE. 


——— 


1 HOPE that selfish Lord Bob and that poor, wretched Hon. Billy 
and the crew (1 man and | boy) enjoyed themselves in the yacht 
coming round from Bude, We girls struck, and declared our 
intention of doing the journey overland, and the Dook Snook was 
told off to take charge of us and see we didn't get into any mischief. 

Poor, dear old Dookey! To do this he had to wheedle a cheque 
out of that Bob, and solemnly promise to return what money had 


if 
C7741. 
A, \, 
Doing tne Lec, 


not been spent, with minute details respecting expenzes when we 
met at Folkestone. Poor, dear old Dookey! Passing through, we 
stopped a night in town, put up at the Hotel Cecil, had a capital 
dinner, went to the Empire, supped at Romano's, and thoroughly 
enjoyed ourselves. Having then just enough left to pay our fares 
to Folkestone, with a few shillings balance in hand, we had our 
luggage taken to the Pavilion Hotel, and set to enjoying ourselves 
once more as hard as ever we could, Folkestone isan uncommonly 
jolly place, and there are lots of the nicest officers at Shornclifte 
a Iythe, some of whom you are pretty sure to meet every day 
on the i 

Though Folkestone itself cannot, perhaps, boast of many trees, 
the inland scenery is very fine, and there are many very interesting 

lnces to which you may make pleasant excursions, nz, for instance, 

over, Hythe, Sandgate, Saltwood Castle, and East Weir Bay, 
otherwise “ Little Switzerland” ; but, bother it! when you come 
to Folkestone, why not stay your week out there, and make your- 
self happy? I think, some time or other, 1 have pointed out how, 
when you reach “ Margit ” by boat, a mad rush is made at you by 
hungry flymen, who insist that where you really want to go to is 
“Ramegit,” and I believe they do | me set weak-minded 
ones that that is the case, and snatch them up and rattle them off 
in a cou le of twos, For our part, we don’t feel wanderingly 
inclined, besides, in the present state of funds—I don’t mind tellin 
you in a whisper—mwe don't run to it. Besides, it is quite g 
enough here—particularly without B-o-b, Bob. 


oe * * * * * 
Well, we have been here now four days without a sign of Bob, 


‘Biny and the vill. 


This is Saturday, and things are beginning to look serious, We 
owe a lot, and our worldly wealth is eigiternpeace, 

Late on Saturday afternoon there comes a telegram, dated 
Hayling Island, and saying: “Met with a cyclone, Yacht 
damaged. Come on here.” To this the Dook wired back : “ Can't. 
In pawn, Stony broke.” 


* * 2 * * * 
Monday.—Pob and Bill have come. The Dook has had to own 
up, and Bob has asked him whether he is not ashamed of himself. 
e says he is, and is weeping. Billy, who had lived nearly all the 
week on sea bisenits. groans when he hears the items ou the bill, 
which Bob, after much bad language, mys. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S PlhhLS 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 
rete Oi, CaRTAIN OUEE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


107 Waterloa Road, SE. 
July 16th, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS,—TI can confidently reeommend 
Sloper’s Pills as a wonderful cure for headache 
aud indigestion, Yours faithfuily, 
HENRY E, KAUFFMAN, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
91d. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London. £.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


appeelaily to those bd it eis 16 know of a 

safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- 

ie gulirities and obstructions, » remedy which LADIES 
under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 


ines the most wc Guba LADIES 

OBSTIN ‘ASKS LADIES 
TO NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD LADIES 
TO SSE a ar HOURS LADIES 
TO No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADIES 


TO as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 
TO mtn enti _ 
TO “Uy adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, LADIES 
TO y LADIES 
T although for over three months I had been 
no only — Pils and other a - vain, oT 
alf the quantity you sent proved effective, LAD. 
TO to my intense joy and surprise.” 
A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
TO monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, LADIES 
az one bottle at 4s, 6d. (by post, 43, 9d.) is us- S 
TO ull y sutticient for any case, 
TO Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope, 
TO Write privately to— 
Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
TO 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
TO LON DON, 8.W. 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalied. The mest effectual cn 


earth, Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 308 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MAKRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope, 


THE HOTEL OF HEAVEN. 
A PARISIAN DISAPPOINTMENT, 


THE Hotel of Heaven, from an artistic stand point, is the biggest 
fraud in Paris, It is situated in the Boulevard de Clichy, almost 
erga the Cabaret de 

eant, referred to iu a pre- 
vious article in *SLOPER” 
under the title of the 
* Hotel of Death.” Cabaret 
du Ciel may be interpreted 
as the Sky-Café, or the 
Hotel of Heaven, Under 
those names is it known 
to the visitors to what is 
called the Gay City. To 
judge by the artistic pos- 
ters on the walls of the 
town one would imagine 
that the place realises a 
dream of bliss and en- 
chantment. 

But it does not. The out- 
side is striking, for the 
white walls and the electric 
light shine brilliantly in 
contrast with the green of 
the Boulevard. Six steps 
take one into the first 
room, a_ lofty chamber 
hung with minted canvas 
and containing a long white-clothed table bearing a blasphemous 
resemblance to that set for the Last Supper. 

A number of people already gathered look around inquiriogly 
at the new-comers, and we sit down to await events, The atten- 
dant comes aloug to receive the necessary order for drinks, and 
“bocks”’ or lagers are accordingly requisitioned. These attendants 
ure garbed as angels, but they do not realise the sweet-faced girl 
on the puster, Thev are men—gaunt, black, hungry-visaged men. 
There are three or four of them in the room, and each one of them 
is badly in want of ashave. Dressed in white, flowing garments, 
with yellow curls and wings, their stubbly, bristle-covered chins 
look sadly out of place, and their whole appearance is distinctly 
other than angelic, 

But they serve very well as waiters, even though they pore 80 
badly as seraphima, Once supplied with tiny glasses of k at 
sixty-five centimes per glass, we are at liberty to gaze around the 
chamber. 

A gilded pig with a pipe in its mouth occupies one corner. There 
is a gilded cow and a representation of a twenty franc gold picce. 
These embellishments presumably represent the objects of 
Parisian's devotion, for 2 man proceeds to mount a tiny pulpit and 
enlarge upon them. Up in a corner, on an open landing, sits a 
grey-bearded monk. The lecturer, habited in cardinal red, draws 
attention to him, and he disappears. 

Next, at the end of the chamber, a transparency on canvas back- 
ground shows us the monk seated in his cell, @ /a Saint Anthonys. 
A lady, thinly clad and exhibiting her youthful proportions, 
appears to him and goes through the recognised pantomime of 
temptation. The whole scene is carried through by means of 
reflectors. similar to those used by Professor Pepper in his “ chest- 
nutty ” ghost illusion. 

There is a sudden blackness thrown upon the scene for amoment, 
and then Saint Anthony is to be observed careering around in the 
heavens like a satellite. The hoary-headed old siuner is simply 


The Poster Angel. 
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Iving ona revolving table ont of sight, and looking-glasses reflect 
Bint into Nad upon the clevs in front of us, : 

Afterwards, Saint Anthony and the young lady appear 
Upper platform surrounded by fleeting clouds, This iNusion % 
produced by simple 
xauzes, and we presently 
poss between them on our 
way to the upperchamber, 
where a very similar pau- 
tomime is rehearsed. 

There is the same back- 
ground of sky, and the 
same effect of retlections 
upon it, Visitors are in- 
vited to proceed to 
“heaven,” but the lady 
and the two gentlemen 
accepting the offer are 
very obviously children 
of the soil and residents 
of the adjacent district of 
Montmartre. They simply 
lie upon a revolving table, 
and, being decorated with 
winga, and covered with 
green gauze, are projected 
upon the scene tu the 
public view. 

There ia nothing clever 
in the whole show, and 
nothing attractive except the poster which advertises it. There 
ure undoubted chances for enect in the paraphernalia utilised, but 
the idea as at present carried out is decidedly idiotic, 

Angels who are men bearing tokens of a week's growth of 
beard are not inviting objects, Heaven under such circumstances 
is distmetly unattractive; and yet Paris talks about the show, and 
unwary travellers are beguiled within the portals, 


The Show Angel. 


——e eee 


GIRLS SLOPER'S SPOTTED. 


The Succulent Whelk spied this little thing lying on the beach 
at Deal. She was rigged out in a rare spanking costume, 
and told ALLY she was so proud of it because she'd made it ali 
herself. Result: ALLY asked her to measure him on the spot. 


———— ee 


A LASTING IMPRESSION. 


Henry PETTITT used to tell an amusing story about his first 
experience as a schoolmaster at the North London Collegiate 
School in Camden Town. 

He was quite a young fellow when he was engaged by old 
Williams the headmaster, and the first clasa he took on went for 
him. The row they made was truly awful and it was quite 
impossible for Pettitt to maintain order, In the luncheon hour 
while walking in High Street, he debated inwardly as to whether 
it wouldn't be better to desert his post without going back to the 
school, However he made up his mind to have another try, and 
purchasing 1 good strong cane at a stick shop, he returned to his 
duties. His first move was to order the ringleader, a great strong 
lad of 17, to come out and be caned, This the boy refused to do, 
amidst cheers from the entire class. Pettitt then collared the 
offender and the two rolled about the room like a couple of 
wrestlers.’ Finally they both fell through a swing door on to a 
landing, and Pettitt finding that he had got his refractory pupil 
alone, said * Why don’t you come back and be caned like a man?” 
This appealed to the boy's higher feelings, he went quietly back 
into the room, received a sound whacking, and Henry Pettitt 
became law from that moment. 


eee 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 26. 
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SIMON SEMOLINA SLOPER. 
Bory. 1542. Diep oF FUNK, 1587. 
From the painting by Frank Dicksce, R.A. at the Dogs’ Home, 
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DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—LI HUNG CHANG. 


A. SLOPER had great difficulty in getting an interview with Li 
Hung Chang. He called on the Chinese Ambassador, who would not 
hear of it, but A. SLOPER was not to be done. Soon an advertize- 
ment ina daily ap to this effect : “ A private gentleman, having 
more surplus capital than he knows what to do with, is willing to 
negotiate loans to any amount. Foreign nations only treated with, 
No connection with the Rothschildren. Apply personally to 8., 
Mildew Court, Battersea.” A few days later Alexandry suddenly 
entered his parent’s presence, ‘ Feyther,” said he, * there's a wehicle 
at the door!” For the moment A. SLOPER feared that it was a 
furniture van, for the rent had not yet been paid, but he was much 


“When do you require them?” “Pll take them with me.’ “I can 
send them on; there are certain preliminary arrangements to be 
made.” “I see, you require security?” ‘None whatever—only an 
enquiry fee of half-a-crown.” The coin was produced by Li Huny 
Chang and pocketed by A. SLOPER, who, after observing that Li 
might consider the thing as good as settled, invited him toa siight 
snack.—(2) Then Alexandry presented the menu: Whelks stewed 
in stale four-harf, kippers’ eyes fried in margarine, a pork chop 
smothered in treacle, a cochin china’s wgecry a 8 used for the last four 
generations of A. SLOPER'S fowls, served with hotti-potti, and a purée 
made of shrimps flavoured with sour milk. Li could not resist those 


{ Saturday, August 22, 18906, 
°° Mise Sloper will be delighted to peo, a 


photographs Jrom these of her friends sey... 
portraits have not yet been inserted, . 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS, 


No, 457.—Miss ROLALIND Hepworth, 


“A fairer bride 1 do not wish to find.” 


relieved when Li Hung Chang entered, The ruse had succeeded.— — well-chosen delicacies, and while he was feasting, Jubilee and the The Dook Sn! 
(1) * You lend money?” he inquired. “Son of the Moon, I do.” — twins entertained him with—(3) song——(4) and dance—(h) " 4 i saad tal 
replied the financier, preparing to make an entry in the washing- Then Mrs. Sloper brought Lia cup of tea, who pronounced it excel. My heart's aflame ; her love alone has fired it. 

i e gratitied matron, “it’s Lipton's —Lord Beh, 


book, on which, in large letters, appeared the legend LoaN Account, lent. “It ought to be, sir,” said the e 
“ Our government desires to float a large loan,” said Li. “How much best.” “Indian grown!” act pe Li, and with a yell fled, forgetting 
{Vy 


“Bright vision of beauty, but bid me to hope.” 
Cousin of the Rising Comet?” “Oh! a few millions to begin with.” in his rage to demand the lar buck. : ° " ake Hoa: 


—The Hon. Billy, 


HOSPITAL SABBATH ON THE BROWSIDE. 


NO RIDE THAT DAY. VANITY! VANITY J 


Teacher (to infant prodigies out fora treat). 
If one of you boys will say something smart, you 
shallall havea ride on the elephant at my expense. 

“Prodigy. Well, then, if 1 told you to go in that 
halloon, why would you be like the bulloon 

L guing up? 

Teacher. That's very clever ; I give it up. 

Prodigy. Why, it would be an dos sext, 
wouldn't it? 


HE COMFORTED HER. 


You might imagine this young lady is thinking 


of the wonders and beauties of the vasty deep ; 
but in reality she is debating whether her next 
new frock shall be crepon, turned up with pate 
de fois gras, or— 


HIS VIEW OF IT, 


(1) The Elder was getting on so well that he quite forgot it was the Sabbath morn.— 
(2) He never quite knew how it happened, but somehow he took the wrong turn, and Tamsin 
the Piper shrieked out, “I command you, shameless backslider, to stop at once."——(3) 
McSnatchum, the undertaker, was the first to come round a bit, and he said, ‘Here's the 
bonniest chance I've had for mony and mony a long day.” 


“ Did you tell that young man that T consider 
you are too young to be married for the next 
three years?” “Yes, papa.” “Well, what did 
he say?” “Said he can’t think why the Dickens 
you didn’t get married three years before you 
did. and then I should be old enough by now.” 


“J'm sure 1 do not know my part.” “Never 
mind, you luvk it—go on!" 


the Pros. :Probé 
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The Pros., it cannot be denied, Have right and reason on their side :—Across the herring pond, you know, This famous legal trio go:—The Cape Boy 
bravely stormed the height, And proved that they knew how to fight :—The seaside towns are at their best, With ry Guilee and the rest Hee bad i 
yood a time, the Li, He must be loath to say good-bye :—The sun's eclipse turned out to be A disappointment, so I see:—The volunteers, it seemed, had not 

Much knowledge of the weapons got. THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


GOOD GIRL, THAT. 


ONE FOR THE MINOR POET'S NOB. 

Mr, Spumely Strophe, We poets are a race of hot- 
house plants. 

Miss Smartleigh. Indeed! Then, | suppose, that's 
the reason your verse always appears to be forced : 


Ethel. U wonder why Percy ia keeping me waiting 
bu lung? (Look at Percy for the answer, 


ill 


CY 


SOME OF OUR CORRESPONDENTS. 


“Dear Str,—I should like to be introduced to 
some of the ‘Friv.’ girls. It would be awfully 
beastly jolly ; in fact, I should weally like to marry 
oneortwo. {enclose my card,—Yours sometines, 
ALGY FITZNOODLE.” he would dislike it very much. 


Stella. The gentleman you travesty is a personal friend of mine, and | am sure THE NEW PHOTOGRAPHY. 
I've nothing for you. The Cat, the Cage, and the Canary. 


230 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-—<--= 


Lonpon is quite empty; there is absolutely nobody in town 
just now, Asa matter of fact, you can't notice the least difference ; 
but it’s a pleasant 
little fiction that al- 
ways obtains at this 
time of the year. We 
like to persuade our- 
selves that everybody 
ix away grouse shoot- 
ing or yachting, or 
even condescending 
su far as to patronize 
the English watering 
Eo Jeames Yel- 
lowplush airs himself 
lazily upon the front 
steps of the West 
End mansion,and the 
country cousin comes 
up from Cheedle to 
“see the sights.” The 
Dull Season is at 
hand, and the advent 
of the Sea Serpent 
may be anticipated ut 
any moment, 


THE Mildewed 
Mariner has just 
bestowed the “ Award 
of Merit” upon 
Captain G. W. Bryan, because he's a Good Old Skipper. 
“Feyther,” gurgied the youthful heir to the SLOPER estates, 
“you've ‘it the bull’s-eye this time. The capting is a man who 
has braved the battle and the breeze, not to mention the mally-de- 
marz of the passengers, for many a Jong day, His craft, travelling 
between London and Antwerp, is a kind of floating Criterion, and 
1 wish to Gawd you could get mea Job on board as cabin boy. 
Vm bally well sick of pom the ‘’AL¥ ‘Us,’ Mildew Court, and the 
whole shoot ; and I feel sometimes that——."_ But ere the lad had 
time to express what he felt mentally, his bodily feelings were such 
that Jubilee had to rush off for a large-sized pot of Vaseline, a 
bottle of Elliman’s Embrocation, and a box of Fuller's Earth. 

ss 


Titk Royal Aquarium offers a monster programme just now, 
Space forbids the enumeration of the lengthy list of attractions 
Go and see ‘em for yourself. ss = 

s 


Mr. ALBERT GILMER seems to go one better every time he 
‘te on a fresh poco at the Princess's. Jn Sight of St. Paul's 


8s @ piece to seen, 
and to see is to appre- Ghee 
ciate, Chock right full Relat gece 


of sensational incident ‘ at ‘i 
splendidly written, and \ ue 
beautifully staged and 

mounted, it ought to 
hold the boards until 
all London is back 
from its holidays. 
Melodtama has a right 


good pal in Albert. 
*.?¢ 


s 

ALL good cricketers 
should remember the 
“Charles Absolon” 
Testimonial, which 
closes September 5th. 
It has been initiated by 
the many friends of the 
grand old veteran to 
commemorate the at- 
tainment of his 80th 
Lavdepery & and the 66th 
ear of his participation 
n active cricket. Here 
is an type of the real 
sport-loving English- 
man, who, in all the 
thousands of matches 
he has played, has never received a penny in the way of payment 
or “expenses,” but who has spent, not made, hundreds of pounds 
over the game. The Editor of the Sporting Life, or Mr. A. W. 
Mynett, 17 any Square, N. (the Hon. Sec. to the Fund), will 
be happy to acknowledge subscriptions, 


WorrtTHIna is practically upside down with excitement; but it 
is not to be wondered at, for a “ Sloper's Pillz"’ Cup is to be com- 
peted for at the fifth annual gala of the Worthing Reluming Club, 
tu be held on August 25th. Oh! what a day this'll be, 
ss 


2 
THE “ Sloper Warrant” has just been presented to Messrre 
Knight Brothers, of Upper Russell Street and Queen's Road, 
1 eat | those gentlemen being appointed “ Wentworth” Cycle 
Makers to A. SLOPER. ALLY doing the King’s Road on his 
“Wentworth” is simply a thing of beauty and a joy for ever. 


LOVELINESss disporting itself in the briny is well to the fore at 
all the seaside places this year; in fact, there's more on tap than 
ever. This is ly due 
to the excessive heat 
but mostly tothe marked 
increase in the fetchyness 
of the ladies’ bathing 
togs. Several of the 
* Sloperies” young men 
have turned up from 
their holidays in a cack- 
ling condition, with tele- 
scopes quite big enough 
for the Greenwich 
Observatory. 


s 

w. 8. Gitpert’s 
theory, that “a police- 
man’s fot is not a happy 
% one,” has had a severe 
A smack. George Blatchly 
the artist policeman of 
Hampstead after 25 
years service, has just 
retired ona full pension 
with a first class certi- 
ticate. Blatchly is a 
painter of considerable 
ability and an old friend. 
non - professional, of 
course, of A, SLOPER'S. 
Before running anyone 
in, Blatchly always 
produced his sketch book and colour box and le a faithful 
portrait of his fortunate prisoner, Yes, an artistic policeman is 
certainly a sweet idea, ** = 


Howipay makers journeying to Margate, Ramegate, Deal, Dover 
Yarmouth and other haunts of delight. should note the facilities 
for a cheap and comfortable passage offered them by the General 
Steam Navigation Co, A stuffy railway carriage is not in it with 
these fast and splendid steamers. 


_.. _ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER'’S DANCING ACADEMY. 
IT Is QUITE A MISTAKE TO THINK THAT ALL THE SIGNor's 
PUPILS ARE IN “THE” PROFESSION, MANY OF THEM ARE 
FROM THE COUNTRY AND ARE DAUGHTERS OF CLERGYMEN, 


No, 14.—Baby Playfair in the Sultan's Trifle. Ahappy thought 
of Sloperini’s, who has endeavoured to infuse a strong Eustern 
flavour into the thing. 

ee 


AT A SOHO RESTAURANT. 


Customer. Are these eggs fresh, waiter ? 

Waiter, Can't you tell? 

Customer, No. 

Waiter, Then what earthly difference does it make? 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS, 
No. 11.—“‘IN Then DeatH THEY WERE Not DIvIpEp.” 
(“Asad bathing fatality occurrel recently at Browlstairs. Two brothers, a 
curate and an organist, went to buthe at the Louisa Gap in the early morning : 
and their dewi bodies were sulsequently recovered, clasped in each other's 
arms."— Press.) 
(“And in their death they were not divided."—Second Book of Samurl, 
chap. 1, 0. 23.) 
LET the heart and the brain be estranged awhile 
From the song and the jest of gladness : 
With the sorrowing sire of the brothers De Lisle 
Let us join in a wail of sadness ! 
The loss of two promising sons he weeps. 
Whom from childhood his hand has guided ; 
They died, in their prime, in the calm sea-deep, 
And were not in their death divided ! 


Forth, for a “ plunge,” at the dawn they walked, 
And from Providence got no warning ; 

But beside them, unnoticed, the death-god stalked 
And they went to their doom that morning ! 

Their people sought them, with vague alarms, 
Till the sun to mid-heaven had glided, 

Then found them locked in each other's arms— 
In their death they were not divided! 


We join with their loving ones, wan and pale, 
In their tears o'er a bereaving : 

But (reading the words of the Psalmist’s wail) 
For themaclres we can feel no grieving. 

To a world of bliss from a world of strife 
By a beautiful death they glided : 

They were lovely and pleasant, they twain, in life, 
And in death they were not divided ! 


In our world of trouble, where kith and kin 
Are so lacking in fond affection, 
This pathetical episode well may win 
From the sternest some grave reflection, 
Let all of us think (if with anger rife 
’Gainst our kin be our hearts misguided) 
Of the brothers De Lisle, who were loving in life, 
Aud were not iu their death divided ! 


——— 


(Saturday, August 22, 1999 
THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON, 


—~—— 
CHAPTER V. 


Mrs, Brysox’s content at becoming a ravage queen was son, 
what disturbed on a discovery that her intended husband Airade 
filled the onerous position of teing husband to other twenty.cey, ; 
ladies, Mra, Bryson had not thought of that when she gaye Pr ah 
a ready a gee to a ergs * ich 
matrimon proposal offered by ~ m 
the nged chief of the savages. SoA. Ce ot e 
The discovery caused her consid- yg CR 
erable disquiet, She hada natural 
British prejudice against polo- : 
gamy, and at one time thought of 
arguing the question, but a look 
at the serviceable little club which 
the chief carried with him decided 
her. Perhaps the chief's late wife, 
whose place she was destined to 
fill, had been of an argumentative 
nature, and had succumbed to 
thatclub, Perhapsifshedeclined 
to be married she might even 
yet be handed over to the Jocal 
school of cookery for demonstra- 


tion purposes, i 


d 
Ss 
4 
“2 


sides she cume 
to the conclusion that a remon- 
strance from a married lady 
has much more effect than any pre-hvmenenl talk, 

So Mrs. Bryson marched on to her fate unadorned by omnze 
blossom, aud without any of the usnal decorative effects, Mr. J, |; 
Thomson's offer to whistle the “Wedding March” being iudis. 
nantly rejected, . = 

The nuptial ceremony was exceedingly simp'e, and mainly con- 
sisted in the bride being formally presented to her colleagues in 
the affections of the dusky chief, Then she was led tothe wizwan 
which had been the residence of the late Mrs. Loriabuloo, 
and Mrs, Bryson cease! to be the relic of the late lamente 
Bryson, and became Mrs. Loriabuloo, and had a full right 
to share a twenty-seventh section of the joys and sorrows of 
Loriabuloo IIT. 

The introduction of Mrs. Bryson (as we still prefer to call her, 
partly to avoid confusion, as well as for other reasons) to the 
twenty-six fragments of King Loriabuloo’s partners in life gave 
that lady considerable comfort. They were not lovely —they were 
scarcely shapely, and their idea of dress was of the most primitive 
description, It was evident that fashion peice did uot reach tie 
island with any degree of regularity, and Mrs. Bryson thouzit 
with scorn of a band of females who were content to dress themselves 
in costumes which were old-fashioned in the cave period. Mrs, 
Bryson had the sense to know that dress has its power, even ina 
savage community, and she hoped that her knowledge of its power, 
as well as the ability to make use of that knowledge ia the way of 
tasteful manufacture, would speedi!y snuff out any favour the 
other Mrs. Loriabuloo’s might have gained in the esteem of ther 
lord and master, aud that she would speedily reign supreme in his 
affections, 

Mrs. Bryson looked upon herself ae 2 part of the Government of 
the island, though likely at tirst 
to be a member of the opposition, 
and, like all good oppositions, she 
® ily came to the conclusion 
that to get into power with 
any degree of permanency the 
Dest card she could play was 
reform. 

She resolved that dress reform 
was her strong trump card, and 
she determined as speedi:y as 
possible to play that card_inan 
etiective fashion. Mrs. Bryson 
instituted a search through tne 
belongings of the late Mrs. Loria- 
buloo, whose place she now occn- 
pied, and found ample evidence 
that that lady had also had very 
primitive ideas of the dignity of 
clothes, She had been the elilest 
wife of Loriabuloo, and during 
her lifetime had stored away a 
wide variety of articles which 
had been recovered from shij- 
wrecks, bnt which her ignorance of needlework had prevented her 
using. Mrs. Bryson ransacked these hoards with much satisfac- 
tion. The kind of material was hardly what she would have cared 
to make use of in her own circle in London, but it was ample in a 
Pacific Island where dress was so exceedingly simple. 

Then Mrs. Bryson retired from public view for about a week, 
Diligently she plied her needle in these six days, She fount a 
comb and a pair of curling tongs among the other things stored 
away among the deceased lady’s effects, and these she manipulated 
deftly. On the seventh day Mra. Bryson sallied forth from her 
wigwam dressed ina balloon sleeved gown made from a couple of 
highly-coloured bed covers. with her hair beautifully dressed, and 
a yellow sunshade over her head. " 

The assembled male savages simply stared, while the female 
savages to a woman exclaimed, “ Oh!" 


(To be continued next week.) 


ny 


A CAT-ASTROPHE. 


(1) Little Gusey. You silly pussy, what you want to stay on the 


top of that wall for, making all that poise when here's some nice milk 


waiting for you, J don’t know, 


(2) But the bull-pup next door did. 


Pe ee ae eae eee, eee ee eee 


Saturday, August 22, 1896.) 
INFANT FORESTERS. 


(It has recently neen proposed that children who have reached the age of one 
vear shal! te permitted to be entercd as members of the Aucicut Orver of 
Loresters.) 
Roup Robin Hood 
Had his Foresters good— 
And go has the A.O.F.! 
And regalia so guy 
They were wont to display ; 
And 6o does the A.O.}. 
Cut lung have we longed for 
some Foresters young— 
Who, nevertheless, can give 
plenty of tongue— 
So, we now hold that infants (all 
well off for lung) 
Should join our grand A.0.!", 


Tf of babes we make use, 
"Twill young blood introduce 
To the glorious A.0.F. ; 
At each Foresters’ Féte, 
One-year-olders to date, 
Will assist the great A.O.F. 
For on those occasions as all will 
allow, 
With our bands’ brassy blare we can make 2 good row ; 
But with infant help we can with more noise endow 
Gar glorious A.O.F. 


QUITE PROPER. 

‘r, Didn't you say that that young man who is downstairs 
wa Bis commen here facets to give her lessons in Shakes- 
pearean reading? 

Mater. 1 did. ‘i 
Puter. Well, just listen to them, now. They've been standing 


in the hall since ten o'clock, and if they’ve said “ good-night ” once 


they've said it fifty times. : 
‘Water. Well, that’s entirely proper. It's “much adicu about 


nothing,” you know. 
eee 


ASSURANCE. 


" Te 
, 


Ars, Newwed, Are you sure the bed is weil aired and clean? 
Mrs, Mire. Why, me an’ the children ‘ave slept in it fur weeks. 


nh) 


LOVE LAUGHS AT FATHERS. 


THE morning's sun gleamed brightly upon the dancing wavelets 
that chased one another merrily up the beach. "I'was the Ladies’ 
Bathing Station at Shinglebeach, and in various depths of water, 
according to their ideas of modesty and the effectiveness of their 
costumes, disported a 
fairly choice assortment 
of feminine loveliness, A 
mixed crowd it was, from 
the scraggy and elderly 
female in some shapeless 
enck-like horror to the 
bewitching damsel whose 
natty robe de mer set olf 
the shapely limbs and 
plump and pleasing con- 
tour. 

Shivering and melan- 
choly bob the former 
in the glistening waters, 
Merrily splashed the latter, 
or } in graceful atti- 
tude in view of probable 
tield-glasses upon the over- 
looking cliffs. 

“Help! Help!” A loud 
and piercing plea for suc- 
cour falls n the startled 
throng. There isa sudden 
silence as all eyes are 
turned seaward. then a shrill chorus takes up the cry for aid. 
Over confident in her skill, one of the fairest of the bathers had 
ventured from her depth, and the swift-running tide is now 
drifting the exhausted swimmer rapidly to sea. 

It is a terrible moment, but help is fortunately at hand, 
Attracted by the piercing cries a young man dashes hastily 
towards the spot, and in another moment is striking out strongly 


for the drowning girl. Willhe reach her in time? Once the white 
arms are thrown wildly over the head as she sinks for the first 
time. Again she rises, and once more disappears beneath the 
surface. But the rescuer has by this time reached the spot and 
clutched successfully at the now insensible figure. 

Five minutes later and both are safe aboard the boat that has 
put off to their assistance. 


* * * * * 

“It wasa brave—a noble deed.” said the father of the rescued 
girl, as he gratefully grasped the hand of the man who had saved 
her. “I misjudged you, young gentleman, when I refused to 
countenance your suit. You may not be rich, but, damme, you've 
the making of a man in you, and Connie will have enough for 
you both. Take her, my lad, take her, and be happy.” 

“Worked like a charm, dearest,” whispered the happy lover, 
when he was that evening permitted a private interview with 
his recovered charmer. “Couldn't have been better if we'd 
rehearsed it fora month. By Jove! I had no idea you were such 
aswimmer. You managed the sinking business splendidly. Were 
you dreadfully tired?” 

“Tired!” laughed the lively girl, “not an atom, I could have 
ewum for another hour.” 


, ated 
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ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


_—s— 


P. O. GERMISTON, Vid JOHANNESBURG, §.A., 
July Wth, 1896. 
DEAR SLOPER,—With a little of your artistic skill I think vou 
can nuke this a splendid Ancestor: “ PAULUS KRUGURUS SLOPER. 
Born, 1701, God knows where. Now dying of Rinderpest inthe 
Transraal—or abot to.” Something of the kind would take well 
in South Africa just now. I have neglected my artistic studies, 
but [ hope the enclosed will give you an idea.—Yours faithfully, 
JOHN O'TOOLE, 
(We are quite unable to manufacture “ Ancestors” to order, 
Ancestors, like other things, come naturaliy.—Ed. “ ASU,-H.") 


ee eed 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL "), 
CHAPPTUL TWENTY-SEVUN, - 

ORL the long and weery nite i skarsely klosed mi akin i's, but 
lay tosin on mol paler bradin ovur the evence of the evenin and a 
pray tu the keanist anksirety. Wot wos tu bekum of me? Tu be 
terned from mi citusshun at a momunt’s notis arftur orl the icks- 

vense and trubble of kumin thair was bad enuf, but the krool 
neinuashun that i wos intoxykaited stung me tu the quik. Eliza 
Miftins in drink! It wos dace and hartless slarndur, but thair 
wos nuthin tu be dun but to bare the malishus libul with dignytied 
meen, and havin bean in cervis long enuf now tu be a bit ofa 
tilloxsytir, i risined miself tu mi fait, and tryd wunce moar tu wu 
the fikul Muphyus, 

It wos with « hevy hart and a splitin hedake that i awoak nex 
mornin. Mi tung wos partshed and dry, and a feerful fealin of 
thurst asaled me. The rume komensed tu swim round as i put mi 
foot tu the floar, and, fante and gidy, i fel bak on the bed agane, 
Wot kood it hav bean that had thus indysposd me? Kairful 
reflexshun konvinsed me that the oisters must hav dun it. 

But i wos not aloud tu remain long speckulnitin upon the kause 
of mi trubble. The harsh and angri_toans of mi mystria at the 
doar wantin tu no if i ment tu la in bed orl da arousd me agane, 
Thia time i maniged tu get mi klose on sumhow, and dipun 
mi feverd brow in a basun of kold worter, i maid mi wa down 
stares, 

But i wos in no mude tu werk, and stil les did i kair for brek- 
fust. If yu had ofered me the persishun of Made of Honner tu 
the Queen of Ingland foar eatin a rashur of bakun i kood not hav 
dun it. 1 wil parse ovur orl the bitur insults i wos subjicktid tu 
and kum tu wair, with mi boxsis paked wunce moar, i startid out 
tu tind a fli tu talk me tu the stashun. 

Wot wos mi joi wen the first persun mi i’s alited on wos mi 
fatheful Sirrul waitin pashuntli outside the gait. With wun glad 
kry i rushed intu his arma. 

“Then you're recly orf!” he sed, wen the ferst swete greetin 
was ovur. 

“This verry minnit,” i sed, strivin tu keap bak the teers that 
wos wellin up against mi wil. 

* And wair are yu bound foar?” he arsks. “ Lundun?” 

1 admittyd that the grate Metroppylis wos mi destynashun, and 
his nex werds sent a thril of joy thru mi hart. 

“In that kaise,” he eed, “I'm ort tu,and we'll travul up tugether. 
bo re sumthing i want tu arsk yu as wil not keap for any lenth 
of time.’ 

Pashunt redur, i wil recerve the swete and momentus queschun 
fuar a larst and finul chapptur. 

(To be concluded next week.) 


—— 


SLOPER'S UNNATURAL HISTORY. 


No, 2.—THE MOSKEY. 


The Ape isa very ancient animal, dating back, as Darwin would 
have us believe, prior to man, and to whom it is closely allied. 
Space will only allow a brief description of a few of the numerous 
species. The Old Man or Probuscis Monkey bears out to some 
extent Darwin's theory. A well-known naturalist says : “It is 
remarkable for the extraordinary size and shape of its nose. Its 
appearance is not captivating, but when it has been macerated in 
spirits for a few months its ugiiness is quite preternatural. It is 
a question if such language as this is not actionable. The Monkey 
ona Stick was once to be found exclusively in Lowther Arcadia, 
but now it may be seen almost anywhere. It is exceedingly harm- 
less ; so much so that little or no notice is taken of it wherever it 
may be. The Young Monkey migrates in large numbers to the 
sea coast about this time of the year. A. SLOPER, the other day, 
caught a very lively specimen in the act of placing a spadeful of 
sand down his (A. SLOPER’s) neck, while he was dozing on the 


ch. ees 
(Zo be continued), 
——— 


A NEW VERSION. 
WE fell off, my wife and I: 
We fell off —I well know why, : 
As forth our tandem wheels did whirl, 
She turned to kiss me—dear old girl: 
But, ere the sweet salute was o'er, 
Our bike collided with a score 
Of pigs, excaping from their sty ; 
Aud we fell off, my wife and 1! 

——— | 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Cricket Note.—“A Test Match,” as Bobbte Abel said, before 
striking the last one in a gale on Clapham Common. 

“THE DAILY MAIL."—A batch of letters delivered to theatre- 
manager Augustin, . 5 

CAPITAL Gun for sharp-shooting : Rént-gun. _ 

PLAYING in Drink, Charlie Warner well justifies his surname. 
He's a weraer, then, with a vengeance. 


ewe ee 
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Dot Larkin, My poor duggie, we shall not bathe to-day—the 
water is too cold, [And the little dog laughed, 


See 


FATAL IMPETUOSITY. 


DESPITE somewhat dexterous steering Mr. ©'Mulligan had 
brushed or cannoned up against every person he had passed in the 
narrow entry to Paradise Court. and Mrs. O’Mulligan, reclining 
against her doorpost at No. 10, after the fatigues of a hard day's 
wash had observed it. So that when her extremely inferior half 
squeezed her violently against the wall ina vain attempt to make 
the dimly-lighted staircase, she fetched him a sounding swipe 
across the back of his beefy neck that stretched him prone on ‘hs 
passage floor, 

* M'ria,” remarked Mr. O’Mulligan, as he arose and took the 
corner of his spouse's apron to mop up the streaming claret, 
“ M'ria, you oughter treat me kinder'n this, you ough’ really.” 

“Drunken brute!” ejaculated Mrs. O'M. with asperity, “I 
wouldn't care five farthin’s if you broke ver bally neck !” 

“Oh, you wou'nt? Well, M'ria, you'll be sorry {'r this when’m 
gone, see if y’aint!” 

J 


* * . * * 

A fearful accident had happened at the new Board School 
buildings in Fulham—the new halls that were being built for the 
accommodation of orphan children, over nineteen learning painting 
on china, Excavations had been going on bencath a grindstone 
foundry, and the contractors had deemed it quite unnecessary to 
“underpin” the job. To the surprise of everybody connected— 
exclusive of the world in general—the whole biessed bag of tricks 
had collapsed, and Peter O'Mulligan lay buried beneath an 
estimated weight of seven hundred and fifty tons of débris, 

Two months later Peter O'Mulligan’s prophecy came true. 

toa months later his widow sras sincerely sorry for her cruel 
words, . 

For she brought an action against the firm of contractors for 
£20,000 for her mangled husband, and counsel on the opposite side 
put a few witnesses from Paradise Court in the box. A stern jury, 
taking her declaration about the five farthings in earnest, awarded 
her, without leaving the box, the maguiticent damages of— 
One Penny ! 

ee 


APOLOGY NEEDED. 


“ Are you fond of reading?” “Very; why?” “I thought so by 
the létter-at-your feet!" 
[Please eccuse this; our artist haa bad bilivus 
attack.—Kd. “ A.S, H.-11.” 


OUR LADY'S CORNER. 
CONDUCTED BY LADY Dowpy. 


Mopsy.—How very fortunate they didn’t stick in your throat! I 
knew a young girl once who swallowed a paper of necdles and 
they cane out of her in hundreds of places for years afterwards. 
Why don’t you try a magnetic corset?) That might hurry the 
business a little. 

AGNrs.—Feed the brute. « ; ; 

MARTHA.—Various recipes have been suggested at different times 
for getting rid of cockroaches, such as parattin oil, boiling water, 
red lead, and plaster of Paris; but, personally, [ must confess 
that Iam averse to such strong measures, and my advice to you 
is: restrain your temper and reason with them, Remember that 
they have their feclings, poor things, as well. as anyone else, and 
that the exercise of brute force is more suitable tothe piz-headed 
obstinacy of a man than the saint-like, forgiving disposition of 
the ordinary woman. ; 

StrosG ALICE.—It must, indeed, be very annoying to have 
such feet, but if you follow my instructions I don’t think they 
will trouble you much longer, Soak them for forty-eight hours 
in brine, strong enough to float an egg. Then boil them for two 
hours and seven minutes in a cope of water, to which has been 
added 4 1b. musk and 13 1b, patchouli. If that doesn't remove 
it, write again. No trouble at all. Only tou pleased. In fact, 
it's all we live for. 


272 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, August 22, 1896, 
THE “F.OS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. DURING ’ENERY’S HOLIDAY. 


“Hit dunt lean agin that boat, mix- (2) “Wot cher siy toa huiater, Halfred ?” (3) 'Enery went to “ Boolong ‘and back by tne 
tte A Conad feller, 1 spose UI ain't = “They isn't no goed, ‘Enery, wen there Marguerite, and now calls Paris Parry and Calas. 
a-urting orf it?” “Oh! 'stop there if yer ain't nor’ in thur month.” “Wotcher Cally. He told Halfred he had a rare old lark 

No. 4143.—Mnr. Vincest Ciyto, F.O.8. likes it, an’ welcome ; only I give it a fresh = mean.ain’tno‘r’?) Yer dunno wot cher with the KF — gals, ae jaw, ducky,” said 

a When quite a kid oer hero could ‘do iarerbien coat o’ Stockullum this mornin’ |” talkin’ abart—O-R-G-U-5-T. he, “ Leetle pig-rat, she, 
things with his voice. Though but a few months Al 
old he drove his father to the verge of suicide, anil SHAKESPEARE ADULTERATED., IN THE NEAR FUTURE, 
the next-door neighbours into giving a quarter's a “ 

f 


notice. Later on, when he managed to get his vocal 
organs under control a bit, he discovered that Nature 
had gifted him with ventriloquial powers of no 
mean order, He found his accomplishment very 
useful during boyhood, 1¢ was so convenient to be 
able to make his voice sound as if he had his head 
under the bed clothes, when in reality he was enjoy- 
ing himself in the jam cupboard. Being neither a 
Inajor or a captain, or even a lieutenant, he had 
some doubts about turning his pees to pecuniary 
advantage, but fortunately decided to do so, and has 
not since regretted it. Chietly because he's a clever 
mimic and a capital ventriloquist, he was created 
F.O.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit Lprmetiod 
to him May 2nd, 1891."—Dedbeete Lnproved, 


7 “ Nay, Tottie! : 
: If thou wouldst have me int the crib, 
2 To which, could oof fulfil its mission, ; 
- ‘This hand chould-tead 4 a Cnptainess Lawie ;- Whatever made yon 
si A sweet ec join that awful regiment? didn't youcome tous! 

Shut out by private bars from the rude world, etc., etc.” Lieutenantess Trillie Flatfoet. Oh! blue goes ro 

“SLOPER,” @ Tragedy: Act 5, Scene 2 horridly with my complexion, don‘cher'no’ ! 
Ya. Now, Daisy, may ) : : 
Bee er me sure 2 shoei terse A BIG DROP. HE'S LIVING IT DOWN. 
Daisy, Neither should J, mamma, if 1 had to put it 
outside, as you do; but L don't like it évside my face! 
Ee == 
Elie, Ut was too bad of papa to depute you to look after me, Mr. Muffly, I'm 
“Do you erik my pererecet age nud oe Ca ay eps the ects regatta for you. ms “ to 
nis morning?” “It mus! out of order.” “* Mufiy, Oh—er—not al assure you; dut fore pleasure is my motto. 
4 should think to; it fell from a nail in the wall.” Y date! " E f 
é 
A FALSE ALARM. 
a’ 

: “iy 
a, 


“My OWNEST MABEL,—I've been doing Cowes, 
and had a glorious time. My costume was child- 
like as compared with many of the things ; but all 
the same, it. aras admired—especially by one person, " : [ 
who I'll tell you about when we mect. Ever yours, (1) Mrs. Jones was certain she'd heard burzlirs, © Then you may be (2) “It's not gene. my dear, bus going!" 


“ Dorry.” sure my watch is gone,” said Jones, when he had lit the candle. [Then they both chuchled, turnee veer, and went te sleep 0gar. 
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